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To TELL A TALE OF RATH0L06ICAL TERROR ONE 
MUST HAVE A FIRM SR1P ON HIS SEAT... AND AN EVEN 
STRONGER HOLD ON HIS MIND. ..FOR THIS 15 ASOTH/C 
CLASSIC THAT HAS BEEN BLOWIN6 MINDS FOR OVERA 
CENTURY-- ROBERT LOUIS 6TEVENSON'S-- 
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NOW THE6TRINS FOR SWEAT 19 PULLE D AND 
AN AVALANCHE POURS DOWN YOUR FACE. 




.TUG...TUS...TUG 





4ND THEN. ..SNIP SNIP.. 
"THE STRINGS ARE CUT! 



*p; s 



THE FIRST SELECTON IN A BRAND NEW 
SKYWALD FEATURE WHERE YOU 
ARE THE INRITER...YOU ARE THE 
DREAMER. ..IS, WE TELL THE STORy 
: youR NIGHTMARE MOULD. 





7 



r IS A BRISK FEBRUARY 
MORNING . HARSH WHITE SNOW 
DRIFT'S /«MM.£$Si>' AGAINST THE 
HUNTING SHACK, WITHIN WHICH DIM SITS 
ALONE CURLEP UP BESIPE A ROARING 
HEARTH, REAPING HIS LATEST ISSUES OF 
iVIGHTMARE ANP PSVCHO. HE'D HAP THE 
FORESIGHT TO BRING REAPING MATERIAL WITH 
HIM TO PASS THE 77/Mf-THERE COULD BE NO 
HUNTING THIS MORNING-- NOT WITH BITING 
NORTHERN MINNESOTA WINDS OUTSIDE-BLOWING 
TWISTING THE SNARLING SNOW IN THE FIRST 
EVIL STORM OF THE VEAR/ DIM READS, HIS 
ACTIVE MIND FLICKERING IN SATISFACTION AS 
EACH TALE FINISHES' HE DOZES OFF.HB 
MiNP STILL FLICKERING , STILL ACTIVE.. . 
AND HE DREAMS ... 
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THE NIGHTMARE WORLD 
OF JAMES EPGAR 
OF 0ACKSON MISSOURI . 
AS TOLD TO 
HtWETSON AND MARCOS 
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,^Z all setting large£ JJw-rft* 
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'I WOKE UP WITH A HORRIP JOLT... 
IT HAP ALL BEEN NOTHING MORE THAN A 
DREAM...A GROTESQUE NIGHT/HARE.. 

1HEPOORCF THE CABIN HAP BLOWN 
OPCN WITH THE FEROCITY OF THE SrtJjBM 

. . BUT I WAS THANKFUL FOR THE 
COLO--\7 BROUGHT HE QUCKLY SACK 
TO K£Al/rr.'",~=m*t*. 




... SO ENDS THE PREAM CfJ/MtPSAR/ OIM WROTF 
TO US THAT**** RAY TELLING US THE PSTAILS OF 
HIS NIGHTMARE ANP HOPING YOU SKVWALP READERS 
WOULP FINP IT AS INTERESTING AS HE PIP,' 

WP LIKE TO HEAR FROM KM/-. WE'D LIKE TO HEAR 
ABOUT YOUR WEIRDEST.WILPESTAWaKf/JJUSTAS 
WEVE PONE WITH WHS NIGHTMARE WE'LL PRINT 
THESfSr PREAMIN mn ■fORNi EVERY IS5UE. ANP 
RON'TFORSCT TO SENPUS ALONS IOK.PKTURE TOO.' 

WELL/USO PUBLISH THE VRTAMATEUR ANALYSIS' 

OF EACH NIGHTMARE... SO IFYOUR INTERESTS LIE IN 
WHAT NIGHTMARES REAUY MEAN THEN DROP 
US YOUR INTERPRETATION IN THE MAIL. ..NO LONGER 
THAN TWO PARAGRAPHS PLEASE. 

SENP ALL YOUR LETTERS To: 

SKYWAL D PUBLISHING CORP 

18 EAST 4ISTRIET 

NEW YORK, N.Y. 10017 

•THE NIGHTMARE WORLD ' 
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J06EPH 6 UILLOTIN- PHYSICIAN 
AND STATESMAN OF FRANCE— 
CREATED THE M0NSTR0U5 STEEL 
SHAFT THAT WAS TO BE HIS 
COUNTRIES' NATIONAL INSTRUMENT 
OF DEATH FOE CENTURIE5 1 

CREATED IN THE YEAR 1789— 
SU1LLOTIN WAS ALSO RESPONSIBLE 
FOR INTRODUCING DECAPITATION 
A5 THE METHOD OF CAPITOL 
PUNISHMENT IN FRANCE-YEARS 
LATER GUILLOT1N HIMSELF FELL 
VICTIM TO THE FRENCH 
REVOLUTION AND WAS CONDEMNED 
TO DIE...M THE MOCKING, IRONIC 
BLADE OF HIS OWN INHUMAN 
INSTRUMENT... THE GUILLOTINE I 
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COME ON INTO THE MAGAZINE OP THE 

horror-bike '...meet brick reese... 
crime fishter... radical ...9uperhero... 
leer anp lurch into soul-shriekins 
pelightas lou come to know the beautiful 
Black butterfly... slither into lunacy as 

yOU LEARN TO LOVE THE WILD BUNCH. ..COME INTO 
THE HORRORS OF YESTERDAY'S CRIME- WARS IN 
THE MAGAZINE OF THUGS, POLLS, ASSASSINS ■■ 
THESE ARE THE 2 TITLES FROM 9KYWALP THAT'LL 

T/\6Wr YOUR BRAIN... 



SKYWALP BACK ISSUE DEPT.iw.l50l 
l8EjsMlsf. NewforK N.V.IOOI7 



ENCLOSED 15 #. For HELL-RlDER 

fa *2q 

CRIME-MACHINE 

#!□ #2 a 

NAME 

ADPRE*; 

CITVANP STATE... 

ZIP. 

OK AU. omens SHAM INCLUDE Jstf POSTAGE 



v/- 



THIS 

BIKE-RIOINS 
SUPERHERO 
RIDES INTO YOUR 
LIFE H... 

HELL-RIPER 




zoo for the 

beasts 

of the universe 
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it 


•1 : 
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fft" 




if * 4 




BUT THIS IS A SPEC/AL OAV IN THE ZOO-. FOR THEY HAVE ACQUIRED TWO NEW BEASTS.. .SEE THEM? 
...COWERING IN THE RIGHT CORNER OF THE CAGE... THE TRUUUNS OF V-OID... UGLV TWO HEADED THINGS WITH 
MAW LITTLE LEGS LIKE A COMMON CE NTIPEX. . . A SPECIAL ADDITION...MAKE THE TOAD-ZAR. THE ELV, 
THE MAMMAL. COUPLE AND THE WED FLORMMS SEEM.. .SEEM WITLESS AND BORING BY COMPARISON... 
H£W£TSON ANDCINTRON ...ALMOST,.. 



Sjunatir Critrrs ani. NoxtoitB Ntgljtmarp NiW 

jfteaigm* n to £wo 

into four gtyori^rorougljt Uriro Iratn... 



AKFj tells us 



>t dan'l care what 



tjeitim 



YOUR 



w look' about cer- 

il> it the remit of 
nti and lugges 

.YOUR boggling im- 
aginations! Then will be many 
MORE changei in format and 

issues . . .all leading toward) 
the ultimate in unprecedented 
honor -graphic stories . thru 
the archaic, abstract, apoitate, 
agitated, abiurd, abrupt, ad 
roit, living. . . 

HORROR-MOOD 

ilrtaMOMMw--' 



bnin-pebblei . . .tall into your 
gaping, grinding gut - let it 
CRAWL and SLITHER into 
your slime mind . . Jet it 
BLEED, collapse you. eitah 
iih your MOOD, complement 
your (able trough! fantasy 

.< The Mtubie Corporation n 
KAKK KAKKKK KAKKK- 

INKKKoniu 1923 beautiful. 



DENNIS FUJIT- 

AKEj tells us he's near comple 
tion'pn THE NARRATIVE 
UT". scripted by HEW- 
I and paranotmally 
I and Inked by Mm 
•nding Hawaii en it- 
lander in the traditional fright 
enino/FUJITAKE manner. . . 
. . cross checking otar oft 
— ■». h'tei we find cpmaot 
winner (of the brilliant BILL. 
EVERETT artwork)' LEE 
UH0C8NERhnwr.tlai.into 
the fearful 



(FACTS' I: 

1 , . ,'the art was magnificent 
. . .and overall ■ fine piece of 
worktmanihip . . .get mom of 
hfa wort.' . . .friend LGE. vw< 
lova DENNIS as much at it 
tlarad editorially ■ "»tJ- 




work) wil 



endiaa] to 'BLIND FATE' by 

emotionally -disturbed , ED 

FEDOfcY in the PSYCHO 

JNOAL? The leal penal of 



EDi 



i ol Dl. 



igh (fully 
BRAILLE. . . 
ding to know 
what 'the fetal laat uncom 
munioeted thoughts of the 
Wind tege wen are 
miitlad to knoi* the 
tuntiaaon: ' . . . ANSAE 
PROCUC1NG THEM IhVfHE 
DftEOS OF A PUJLrE 
AGEtflf , , . chock It out. If 
you will. that', the weird wey 

itwa... 

of that 

PSYCHO ANNUAL, i 




t story line I 
Actuafh/ it WAS. somebody 
juat forgot to tell the HEAP. 



stumblings 
idvenhire-worli 



flSS-CHOiMO (HEAP misled 
PSYCHO #8-9 due to para- 
noic PABLO MARCOS being 
out of the country for a few 

weeki . . . he was on the SUN 
doing art-research for a story 
he's raiegntsftically drawing 
about the MOON . . . which 
juat thowil to go you how 
WAY-OUT psychoid PABLO 



HEAP will 



Tho 



future PSYCHO 



. . , HELP' will anybody with 
a solution to tins heart-render- 
ing problem please drop us a 

biia rre business -man agar hom- 
iletk: HERSCHEL WALD- 
MEN'i new wrfeCELIA wakes 
up in the middle of the night 
to he« her husband 
HERSCHEL screaming: THE 
STAKE . . . UGHHH . . . 
irS KILLING ME ,.|PULL 
IT OUT OF MY HEART!'... 
wtikh it ■ problem we 
wouldn't wish on ANY tweet 
new wedded woman..'. 




THIS IS THE WEIRD WAV IT LOOKED THE DAY 
SOMETIME AGO. WHEN PARANOID PABLO 
MARCOS AND ARCHAIC AL HEWETSON MApE 

I Ml Flic, , ur-.j1l M PUflW FOR THE BRILLIANT 

BILL EVERETT ARTWORK: WON [FROM UN 

COUNTABLE THOUSANDS Of ENTRIES! BY 

I EE QROEBNEB OF NEW ULM, MINNESOTA 

FOR A HATHER DIFFERENT LOOK AT HOW 

IMF OHFAOFUI DRAWING ACTUALLY HAP 
PENED THAT DAY CHECK OUT Till INSIOI 
BACK COVER Of- IMF NIOHl MARE ANNUAL 
NOW ON SALE 




Dying DOUG MOENCH. at 

out hi) Ml 111 produce HIT 
AND RUN. MISS AND DIE' 
. . <* fearing look at tin native 
Chicago in ttia dayi whan 11m 

h HORROR look ih* wheel 
.. tookitandATEITI . 
Maniacal manuicripti are 
pouring >i> to the NIGHT 
MARE officer a> * mult o( 
(ha FANtana column in 

NIGHTMARE e>7 

AUGUSTINE FUNNELL of 
Brighton, Ontario lent ui in 



tram RONN SUTTON and 
THE SURVIVAL' by 
JOSEPH CABRERA o( Chic 
ago. MlinoiL From CHRIS 
LASKY of Lebanon, New 
Janay we drooled over an ax 
eallent lan mil of BORIS 
KARLOFF being nude up H 
ma immoral FRAN KEN 
STEIN, and from RON 
FORTIER of SomanwoJth. 
Naw Hampthita, in excellent 
teript ha land co-udptari 
DAVID and NANCY Mc 
KNIGHT) call THE RE 
TR1EVER' MANFRED 



GREIFFENSTEIN of Duron, 
Michigan pannad two lalM 
foi ui all AN EVE FOR AN 
EYE' and 'AT BAY'; and 
BRYAN UHLENBROOK of 
Richmond. California pro 
dueed BOUNTY HUNTER' 
and DEFILER OF THE 
TOMB' JOE LETS of 
L anting, Michigan pannad 
THE MIND TRIGGER' while 
THE RIDERS' and HANDS 
Of DEATH' cam* in from 
Geneico, Naw York by 
JAMES CRAWFORD; and 
THREE OF A KIND' erri.ed 



ON HIS LAST DAY AS fcDITOR.'CQ PU8LISIIE R 

OF THE SKYWALD CORPORATION. SQL 

8AODSKV GRINNED WIDELY, PROPPED HIS 

FEET UP ON HIS DESK. AND LEAHED BACK 

,:unvt CHAifl HE HAD OCCUPIED 

I HW YEARS IT WAS A WCLL 

. si FOR SOL. WHO WE'VE NEVEH 

KNOWN TO RELAX BEFORE ALWAYS 

ENERGETIC, BUSTLING MR. S.B. IS NOW GET 

TING ACOUAINTED Wl'IH HIS NEW AND EX 

CITING POSITION WITH THE NOW RIVAL 

MAHVtl COMICS GROUP . WHfcflE Wt WISH 

HIM THE VERY VfRY BEST 




hundrtdi of piece*, aach and 
awry una of which it being 
t«a fully conn dared for pub 



your malarial in print . . . 

. . Many fani have mil in 
their riiingi on aach mue aa 
K appaari - thanki, there- 

planning futura mueil goat 
out to JIM BOGEN of St. 
Paul, Minnesota; BRIAN 
EARL BROWN of Man 
charter College. Indiana. 
LUEMILLA ONISCHEWSKI 
of Hyda Park, Meitichuwtti; 
and DAVE COOPER, PATTY 
lacey, jeff anderson, 
roger Mckenzie. Wal- 
ter JASCHEK. JOHN CAR- 
DONA. RICHARD STOCK 
ER, CHUCK HACKNEY. 
GREG KOVACS. ERIC 
SEARLEMAN, and eapee ally 
to JUAN BORRAS of Miami, 
Flonda who unfailingly aanda 



THERE WAS A TfAtE ON THIS EARTH, BEFORE 
HUMAN -AWN WALKED ITS SURFACE -MEN SUCH AS 
US, UPRIGHT, CIVILIZED MEN WHEN CRAWLING 
THIH99 ANCliNT EVEN IN THEIR OWN TIME RULED AND 
DOMINATED THIS GREY EARTH. AS TESTIMONY 
TO THEIR EXISTENCE THE FOUL PLACE CALLED THE 
NAMELESS CITY NEAR THE MOUNTAINS OF MADNESS , 
IN ANTARCTICA HAS BEEN VISITED BY MEN IN 
OUR OWN AGE, AND EVEN SO,lT IS WELL 
RECORDED IN THE DISGUSTING RECORDS OFTHE : 
MAD ARAB ABDUL ALHAZRED, CALLED THE 
NECRONOMICON- A HORRIBLE CHRONICLE 
DETAILING BLACK EVENTS BEFORE HUMAN - 
BEINGS CAME TO Be. 





What are they ? they are the spawn of cthulu... 
the ancient ones ... who have winds that can reason... 
and act... but unuke the winds of men the* need no 
conscience op justification for their actions. ..no morality... 

alhazred ha5 told us. ..of thi5 obscene skull 
forest where they once had a village called lumu-that 
...and of the ancient ones 1 pets. ..the apes and monkeys 
from which wan was finally brep— 

... and of these shossoths the vile necronomicon also 
tals us that they know only depravity... that their hearts 
of primal jelly know only killing and majmin6 and 
that their stomachs are forever yawnins for food 
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... AND THAT THEY HAVE 
STRENGTH IN BATTLt 



When brave men 
rsht to save 
their women 
and children,.. 
and their own 

L/Vf6...THEY5AY 
NOTHING,,. 
... THEY ONLY 
SHRIEK,,, 



When they die they do so quickly and 
honorably ...as men do from time to time... 

but without a word... 
... for to speak to the orislnal,the eternal, the 
undying . , . !s to speak to the wind and rain . . . 

and even so. ..there 15 a better chance of the 
wind and the rain hearing . ..thau these mottled j 
sho660th& whose lizard - brains do notcare , 

IS7EN... 




... AND FOR THE FIRST TIME ON THIS EARTH MAN MEETS/MOWCEY... 
... ARE YOU NOW BE6INNIN6 TO SEE SOMETHING IN THIS 
MEETING ? 

THE ORIS/N OF MAN HA5 LONS BEEN A QUESTION..' 
IT 15 SAID WE COME FROM MONKEYS .. . BUT AT ONE POINT 
IN HISTORY THERE WAS A CHANGE IN THE MONKEY. . . HE 
SUDDENLY DEVELOPED AMINO THAN COULD REASON... 

...PERHAPS NOW, MAN NEED WONDER OVER THIS MYSTERY 
NO MORE... 






BEinVH 



-J-*"—"* 




WHAT DOES YOUR 8EPROOM LOOK 
LIKE? OR YOUR LIVING ROOM, OB 
PEN OR WHATEVER... IS IT DEVOIP 
OF THE MAP-EMOTIONAL HORROR-MOOP? 
IT'S b SHAME...SSCAUSE FOR A MERE 
FRACTION OF THE CHANGE. YOU NOW 
HAVE IN YOUR POCKET YOU CAN 
DECORATE (ANP PBSECRATE) EVERY 
ROOM IN YOUR HOUSE WITH THESE 
ARCHAIC POSTERS from hollywoop's 

YESTER-YEARS... 

THE ORIGINAL LUGOSI PRACUIA. 

ANP KARLOFF FRANKENSTEIN 

THEATER POSTERS CAN NOW BE 
YOURS... FOR ONLY *l.50 APIECE 
(PLUS SO <? POSTAGE ANP HANDLING) 
THE SUY IN OUR MAIL ROOM (J3R 
THE SAL IN OUR FEMALE ROOM) WILL 
SHIP THESE MAJESTIC MEMORY MOMENTS 
TO YOU (21" X 29" IN FULL COLOR) IN 
A CARPSOARP TUBE... 
...THE TUBE IS ALMOST AS MUCH 
FUN AS THE POSTERS... 

SKYWALP POSTERS Rm 1501 

16 EAST 41 ST STREET.NEWYORK,N.Y IOOI7 



FRANKINSTCIN 

ENCLOSED IS *. FOR a 

PRACULA 
□ 

NAME 

APPRESS 

CITY ANP STATE _ _ 

ZIP 



MANIACAL MofePflsSRI 
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VINCENT PRICE has always been diabolical and 
deadly - in this, his one hundredth film to shiver 
pulsing breasts and curdle the nerve pebbles, he is 
more creatively EVIL-AWFUL that ever. .. for his 
fearful fit of abstract reason concocts the bizarre 
deaths of many victims. , . who are slowly - rit- 
ualistically SLAUGHTERED. .. Dr. Dunwoody is 
found shredded to death by bloody bats; Dr. Dun- 
greaves is given a frog's head mask at a costume 
party which crushes his head; Dr. Longstreet (TERRY- 
THOMAS) is drained of all life-blood; Nurse Allen 
is found in her bed, stripped fleshless by a bunch 
of locusts; Dr. Kit jay falls screaming to his death 
when he is attacked by rabid rats; Dr. Hedgepath is 
frozen to death by a maniacal deep freeze machina- 
tion; and Dr. Whitcomb is horrible nailed to a door 
by the grotesque horn of a brass unicorn! 
A delightful film to compliment the horror-mood; 
one in which Dr. Phibes, as played by veteran 
VINCENT PRICE, and his 'associate'... Vulnavt'a, 
portrayed by scream screen newcomer vindictive 
VIRGINIA NORTH, denounce the medical profession 
with a CURSE which prorhises the death of ten men. 
Dr. Veslaius (JOSEPH COTTON}, is the tenth, and is 
lured to Phibes' den of gore by the kidnapping of his 
only son, whom he finds strapped and locked 'neath 
dripping acid. Price is excellently costumed and mask- 
ed for most of the film, but in an unmasking scene 
which literally took the audience's breath in the 
theater where we viewed this exceptional American 
International production, a vile, fractured skull 
emerges from the Phibes' fake-face. . . a face gutted 
of any shred of sanity. . . 
. . . in a film we recommend. . . 
for, simply, it is VINCENT PRICE at his finest - 
and at his finest, Price is a stalwart promoter of the 
essential horror. . . 




There are TWO SIDES 
to DR. PHIBES 

* r both of them 

> EVIL! 



An open coffin... 

An empty grave. ..and 
nine doomed 



VINCENT PRICE 
JOSEPH COTTEN -*?,_ ^ 
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HUGH GRIFFITH ^.TERRY-THOMAS 

'lAMESWHITON and WILLIAM GOLDSTEIN- LOUIS N HEYWARD aniJRONAID S DMAS 

-WELZ ARKOfT and IAMESH NICHOLSON *■»,. ROBERT FUEST 
iGPl --■" "■- -3£- COLOR AMERCAN INTERNATIONAL «| 
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, . . THE WOMAN. . . 'Sister Hyde' - is portrayed as 
the ultimate evil, the inner man who when transform- 
ed lusts after certain abominable, abnormal cravings 
all involving horror for the pure pleasure of horror. . , 
DR. JEKYLL AND SISTER HYDE is a film ded- 
icated to the premise of Robert Louis Stevenson's 
inner-other alter-ego, and on the screen shocks the 
viewer into near-numbness by suggesting exactly 
WHA T freak form the alter ego might take. 
Jekyll's experiments with an 'elixir of life' ceuses 
his unusual-usual transformation with a weird twist 
- for his inner-alternative personality evolves into a 
tall, dark, astonishingly beautiful woman - MARTINE 
BESWICK. . . whose performance as Sister Hyde 
is the highlight of this British HAMMER Production 
released in the United States and Canada by 
AMERICAN INTERNATIONAL 
Miss Beswick is a wonderful murderess, slicing 
through a man's shoulder blade with a kitchen knife 
while the astonished victim ravished her stark, dark 
inviting lips. 

30 



RALPH BA TES as Jekyli does not realty enjoy our 
sympathy at all; as the inventor - genius of this 
mad potion he's portrayed as an innocent who is too 
weak to maintain his identity - consistently losing 
face in an astounding number of changes to his 
woman-within. Bates executed fine transformation 
scenes, and overall his performance was durable, 
exacting and, in the horror-vein exciting and com- 
plimentary to a fine screenplay by Brian Clemens 
directed by Roy Ward Baker. Bates we like and look 
toward to future productions. Miss Beswick we like, 
and hope to see again in equally prominent roles as a 
sinister woman-macabre on the horror screen, sending 
the blood seething through out choking, fetid horror- 
moods. . . 

...for her performance as an extra-ordinary evil 
entity of lust makes DR. JEKYLL AND SISTER 
HYDE a worthwile film to be appreciated more than 
once. . . 

. ..we hope the double-bill of reviews featured in 
this issue meets with your approval. . . NIGHTMARE 
promises to review ONL Y films we've seen and 
ENJOYED. . . the key word that is the essence of 
the horror-mood premise. . . 
. . . and before we probably forget - why not fear- 
feel our OWN adaptation of the Jekyli and Hyde 
classic, currently featured in the NIGHTMARE 
ANNUAL. . . 




ES2S- color 

RALPH BATES MARTINE BESWICK GERALD SIM LEWIS FIANDER 



"The medical arts are a science of man that yearns to know /mare and moire . . . for every 

CRISP MOVENT OF LIFE IS PRECIOUS TO MOST MEN WHO AGREE THAT MUCH HAS YET TO BE KNOWN... 
SCIENCE IS A SlOW PROCESS ... PERHAPS IT NEEDS A HELPING HAND FROM THE MACABRE AKT9 
OF MAN... 
AS IN.. 




BUT THERE 

' MUST BE A CURE 

THAT MONEY 

CAN BUY 

DOCTOR.. 



NO SJ7...RICH 
MAN OR POOR... 
WE HAVE NO CURE J 
YET.. 

...i% sorry to 

HAVE TO SAY... 

..YOUR MONEY O 

USELESS HERE 

A^R. BIERCE,.. 




IT 15 NOT LONG BEFORE THE WOMAN I 
BED-RIDDEN--BU1 HER LOVING 
HUSBAND STILL SEARCHES FOR 
AND ANSWER... 



CECILLE...I 
FOUND A MOW 
CI/M/C THAT... 



SO/MAW? 

»M7 CO WJI/ i 

.MEAN? 




THAT CAN 

\ cum urn 

.WALTER-? 



NOW ONLY WEEKS 
£ATE«...WE 
■SAY GOODBYE 
TO THE 
PRESENT... 



THERE IS AC CURE 
/FOR CANCER TODAY... 
/BUTSQUE DAY TOMORROW 
(THERE VMU. 86.. .THEY CAN 
FREEZE YOU... KEEP YOUR 
BODY IN SUSPENDED 
\ANIMATION...mitl THE 
V DA Y WHEN THEY HAVF A 
~.CURE... 
/...THEN THEY CAN 
OPERATE...SAVE YOU...\ 
BRING YOU 

^BACK TO LIFE., 



BUT SHE HAS NO MIND NOW.. .NO MIND 
TO KNOW-- TO CARE-- ABOUT THE 
DRIFTING THRU TIMELESS SPACE... 
ABOUT THE FUTURE THAT THEN 
BECOMES NOW... 




WE FINALLV 
'SCIENCE HAS W...UKE ^ FOUND THE 
BROUC5HTAN END ICANCER... I CURE...CK THE 

Topoveery...HAs -^""v^ C/«usc._^raw 

TAKEN OVER MAN'S > YEARS ASO... 

WORK iO/U>...THERE / WE WAITED TILL IT WAS 
ARE NO MORE WARS... [PERFECTED BEFORE WE 

NO MORE D(6e»SES™VpERF0RMED lCUJfOPERATIOL. 




NIGHTMARE 



I^Rr l*\A^^At 



...IN*Df PSYCHO ANP YHSHTMiKE THERE LURKS A WAP- EMOTIONAL THING 

tm SHAM HOLP OF YOUR ALMIGHTY ANONYMOUS ALL ANP T/V«TS IT... 

tt*t€ IT... POSSESSES YOUR BRAIN . BUT. -YOU ALREAPy*now THAT 

PONT YOU?... THE PEN SHAKES IN YOUR HANP. . YOUR MINP TR£M3L£S 

... tLTt YOU HAVE. TO DO IT/V0IV... WAKE THAT ORDER /VOW . BECAUSE TOMORROW 

YCXJ MAY SE TOO A47X...ANP YOU WILL SIMPLY SHUPPER ANP COLLAPSE 

WTO CHAOS- F°K MHO OH THIS GROTESQUE SREENEORTHCAN AVVfi- WITHOUT THESE! 



BACK- ISSUES 




ON ALL ORDERS PLEASE INCLUDE Jit' 
TOTAL POSTAM ANP HANDLING 

KI6HTMMI ID 2D 50 8D 9D ANNUAL D 
PSYCHO »D iO ID 8D ANNUAL 

ENCLO*IP:# 

NAMf - 

ADDRMS 

CITY ANP STATS 

SIR. ... 



S£a- 



^^laifAMmtMHS . 

CHRONICLE C0U.ECtOR,THESE FAS- FTTCHtP 
FKCAK FRAU8HT FANTASIES AM SELLINS 
OUT ntf.. »E«P IOU11 COLLECTION COMPLCTC 
MNP M YOU* CRUMBLING CASK /MPfVTO : 

S AT WM.C S*CK- ISSUES «M. SOI 

ISIAST 41 ST NEW YORK, NY 10017 



ON SALE 
DEC 28 



THE TIME: 7666 M BUCHAREST, RUMANIA \ 
PRINCE KARLEITELPRIEDRCHCOMMOONSF 
SCULPTOR. WILBUUR KIHNLAR. TO CREATE 
FOR HIM 3 MONSTROUS GARGOYLES 
TO DECORATE MIS PAL4CE TURRETS 




THE OLD SCULPTOR RETURNS TO HIS SMALL VILDiGE > 
THE COUNTRY- A TOWN NAMED DRAQASAN/- WHERE 
HE WORKS ON THE COMMITTMENT OF H/S LtFE... 
WORKING MANV LONG HOURS... MANY LONG MONTHS... 




,d so St arts our cares...; ■ +-£& mm%% 

the jaw* trilogy 



The GffiaiESciuE 





THE GROTESQUE GARGOVlE SHUDDERED AND FLAPPED AND 
SHOOK THE ROOM ABOUT SCULPTOR WILBUUR KIHNlAR... 
BUT NO SOUND CAME ... IT SWELLED IN5IDE,.. THE MONS- 
TROUS SELLV BLOATED AND THE FACE R/PPED /T-SELF 
APART... BUT NO SOUND CAME! 




THE TWO GARGOYLES .. . NOT VET ALIVE... PEEL WITHIN THEM 
A CERTAIN AMOUNT OF DISGUST... DI5SUST ATA PERVER- 
TED MONAACH WHOSE ORDERS WERE ATTENDED 6V BLACK 
GODS BENEATH HUMAN DfSNffY... 





E ORDER. WAS FOR 3 MONHEY GAA.GOft.ES~ ONE WHO 
COULD NOT SEE... ONE WHO MIGHTNEAR NOTHING... 
AND THE ONE NOIN IN RUIN UPON THE DlRTV FLOOR OF AN 
OLD SCULPTOR'S HUT... THE ONE WHO COULD NOT ISSUE A 
3<«^VD FROM IT5 MOUTH. .. LEST IT B£ GOOD f 




TSElfti&TGAftG9Yl.E! 



THE TIME : 2092 rN HERITAGE COUNTY GALACT ELEVEN- 

VICE CONSORT DENNIS MADGERV MAKES A STATEMENT ABOARD 
HIS SPACE PONTOON- ZARATNUSTRA... 




FELLOW C'TiZENS OF GALACT ELEVEN 
DURING THIS INTER,- GALACTIC 
CELEBRATION THIS YEAR. WE ARE 
HONORING OUR MOTHER. EARTH... 
dND IN WHAT BETTER WAV CAN WE 
DEMQSTRATE OUR RESPECT FOR THE 
)LD WORLD THAN Sv ILLUSTRATING 
OUR. PLANET WITH DYNAMIC AND 
GRAPHIC MEMORIES OF HER... 



IN THE COUNTY OF HER/TAGE THE 
CITIZENS HAPPILV WORK TOWARDS 
THE CELEBRATION... GATHERING 
RELICS AND ARTIFACTS FROM AN 
ERA ALMOST ACRGOTTEN... BUT 
STILL CHERISHED iN THEIR. 
HEARTS... THE ERA WHEN EARTH 
WAS ALLTHA7 WAS... 




:THE CELEBRATION THROUGH THE 9 
GALAXIES OP FOUNDATION IS A 
TREMENDOUS SUCCESS... 
EXCEPT FOR, HERITAGE COUNTY... 
...WHERE THE PEOPLE ARE PLAGUED 
BY STRANGE DISEASES... 
PESTILENCE... A/RES... 



^jy&jfaF' Ja 


f 


iKL*M*fS^ 


\ 


^^^Sl^^^jKi 




'wraM^^^S^nl 


jOl^SSOK! 


*wwiW^ 


wm wraPI!^*??!!! 



WHAT DO YOU 
WANT/MMf... 
CANT YOU SEE 

WE HAVE 
IMPORTANT 
THINGS IN OUR. 
MINDS. 
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WHEN SHE AWAKES IN THE MORN SHE FiWDS HERSELF tH THE 
SHADOW OF A SILENT, HIDEOUSLY HUNCHED GARGOYLE, 
SQUINTING AT HER. THRU GRAY PENETRATING SOCKETS 

of evii gf ■ Lm mami<m»r~ — 
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The DARKNESS CAECAYlE. 



THE T/M£: ERA 219T. MOTHER, EARTH. 

PRINCIPAL FATHER-ELECT KAUFMANN 
MAKES AN ANNOUNCEMENT THAT IS 
CARRIED IN OVER. THREE HUNDRED AND 
EIGHTY- FIVE MILLION NEWSPRINTS 
THROUGHOUT A UNIVERSE... 




/ do vou realize what this means i 1 
it's been years since the motion 
picture industrv has been 
important to anyone. 
this can mean a new start 

FOR. US.. 



THE ONE GREAT MEDIUM 
OF ALL TIME -- THEMOVI&S- 
GETTlNG THE ATTENTION 
it DESERVES... 




AND SO EMMA-DOLCE STUDIO. FOR. 
yEARS SCRAMBLING AROUND ON ITS 
KNEES FOR. A FEW WflZ£S\. LAUNCHES 
WfTH AMPLE GOVERNMENT FUMDIN& THE 
GREATEST SHOOTING SCHEDULE 
OF THE CENTURY... 
...STARRING THE GREATEST MOVIE QUEEN 
OF THE CENTURY... HATAUE WORLD... 
DIDWESAVTHE CENTURY... NAY. THE 
GREATEST OR ALL TIME... 



THE SCRIPT CENTERS AROUND GLOBAL 
EARTH DURING THE 19th CENTURY.. 

a time when there were political 
Divisions and man was a supers- 
titious BUMPKIN... 




/ S A A0R£<3 Q/HE CONCU/S'ON 



/THE GAR30VUE9 WERE CREATED JMt" 
BY PRINCE FAIEORtCH - - ONE WFTH 
/ NO CARS.. ONE WITH NO NtOUTN- 
ONE WITH NO EYES... UK*. MONKEYS.. 
THg 3FAMOUS MONKE YS THAT CWJ'T 
S££ MEM CW 3RSAK... LEST WHAT 
THEy SENSE BE **MV 



/^ABSURD RUBBISH... THIS 
/COURT DOES NOT ACC6FT THAT 
■/KIND OF W/^>£ SIR... VOU ARE 
GU/LTY... JUSTfCe MUST BE 
HAD... AND L65T yOU CONTA - . 
MINA7E OUR. SOCIETY THAT IS 
FREE FROM CRIMES... t/K£ 
MURDER... VOU ARE SENTENCED ( 
TO... DEATH! 




...AND IN THE 

J>urr... a 

SIGHTLESS 0EAST 
FLAPS BRITTLE 

STONE wwas- 

ANO GROANS A 
GROAN OF DEEP 
SATISFACTION... 

FOR NOW HE HAS 
COMPLETED 
MS TASK... 
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DEMON ON TWO i.eSS... WO 
CUMBERS THE SHEER WALL LIKE AN 
AGILE CAT... FOR THAT IS INDEED 
HERMAME-rHB 'WHITECAT'-- 
RATHER IRONIC, AS YOU SHAlL SOON 
$££... AS SHE REACHES A WINDOW 
NOT PROPERLV LATCHEO 
AND FLICKS OPEN THE LOCK... 
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...TO START OURTAL6 OF.. 



IN THE: 



..MADE I 




MOSSm 




/"""N PRIfc 

w*y PRO 
^5f THE 



PRIME PICKINGS... AYE... FORTHlS 
ICE- NERVED WOMAN WfTH THE SLACK. 
PROBING EYES iSA THIEF... ONE OF 
"IE OeST... IN SEARCH OF 

FORBIDDEN TREASURE... 
ANDSHEHASCOMETVfiffXtftfTPMCe.'l 
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...THE FRANKENSTEIN MONSTER.. .JACK 1 

W£ RIPPER.... THE PITANDTHE 
PENDULUM... PERHAPS THEY DON'T NOTICE I 
THE NEW ADDITION TO THIS OBSCENE 
CONCOCTION OF BIZARRE WAX FIGURE. .. 



..THE NEW SET FORTHE FAMOUS DR. JEKYLL 
MR. HYDE ENIGMA... THERE HAS SEEN AN 

i ADDITION HERE SOMEHOW... THB £ YE $ 

I S/l/f IT AWAY... THE SAD, MOURNFUL' 
ONCE ICY-BLACK EYES OF THE VICTIM 
BESEECHING SOMEONE TO LOOK CLOSE ENOU&i 
TO SEE THAT SHE'S ALIVE ... A THIEF WITHIN AN 

| INSANE 

I PRISON.. 




..AND THE EYES OF THE EVER CHANGING 
JEKYLL -HIOE... MOMENTARILY KINDLY,.. 
THEN CRUEL, CUTTING... BUT ALWAYS 
SMILING... FOR BEHIND THOSE OLD 
SMILING EYES A MAN OF GENIUS 
CHUCKLES AT HIS OWN MACABRE 
HUMOR... HIS MAD TRAP... HIS 
MECHANICAL, ROBOT WAX FIGURES 
WHO DO H|S BIDDING... 
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AND THE IRONY OF IT ALL... FOR THO HIS 
WAX FIGURES IN THIS MUSEUM OF DEATH 
WOW A KIND OF LIFE. ..THE ONE FIGURE IN 
THE OLD MAN'S CRYPT OF MIRTH WHO 
REALLY /S ALIVE... WILL &E FROZE N- 
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PEEP WITHIN HOU-yWOOP'S F/IM VAULTS 
PWELLS THE ORIGINAL PRINT OF THE 
CLASSIC HORROR FILM ' 



pmcum 

PRODUCE? IN/93/ THE FILM BROUGHT 10 LIFE THE 
LURKING PATHOLOGICAL TERROR — BASEP ON THE 
FAMOUS NOVEL BY BRAM STOKER FIRST PRINTEP 
IN THE VEAR 1897/ 

IT INTROPUCEP A RELATIVELy UNKNOWN ACTOR- BELA LUGOSI— 
MAKING HIM A STAR VIRTUALLY OVERNIGHT' LUGOBI AS THE 
EUROPEAN BLOOP FIENP VJAS INCOMPARABLE~pY/JAMIC-REAL- 

BELOW-BY ARTIST PABLO MARCOS, A SCENE FROM 
1HS ORIGINAL BELA LUGOSI DRAtULA... 
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Sometime even now in certain swamplands to* 
our 60uth men women like this hunt and k/ll-- 
nowe are 'sportsmen'— others are 'professionals j 
like these men... who areabout to become torn from 
within by history '5 most classic amateur killer- 
sportsman.. 
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T WHAT '5 THE | 


HELL'S THAT 


L LOOK At HIM.-. _M 


LmATTER MUTTfM 


±NOtSE?J 


^"...HOWLING Yi^K 


W^ WHAT'S "SB 
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V HIS 0E4P Jt9i 




MIDDLE OF 


* off... ^^:*\1L 




<THE f/ISHT... 


lift -W7 ^^*llJ] 



IT'S THIS V 


W »• HEY. ..WHERE'S 


HOUSE IS 1 


I BRUTE 1 AIN'T HE 


WHLIT'5 1 


^k BACK VET'? 


BOTHERIN ' M 





...BUT 
HOW ?... 



SOMETHIN* 
UKEM 

ANIMAL.. 






'WHERE YOU BEE N ? 
YOU KNOW WHUT 
l HAPPENED TO VOUR GIRL , 
FR1ENP CECILLE... 




f WEREN'T SR</T£l 

..,IT WU5 THI5 

VWOUSEITELL , 

you... 
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T...HOLLIS... MY GOD.. .1 KNEW IT... 
'■IT WAD TO BE...H0LLI5 WA5 RIGHT-. 
I WAS THE OM.Y ONE WHO EVEN 
.KNEW WHAT A WEREWOLF WAS.. 
. I WA5 THE ONLY ONE ' 
WHO BELIEVED... THOSE STRANGE^ 
FFE1/W6S...THI5 HOUSE ... ACTING 
ON MY SUBCONSCIOUS ... I KNEW IT 
k WAS /MC...I COULDN'T TELL THEM,, 
OH MY GOD.. 
^WHAT'S HAPPENING TO WE...' 
r I FEEL 50 STRANGE ...CAN 
FEEL THE HAW > 
STARTING TO 
. GROW ON MY 
' BACK' 
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PALACE AFFECTS EVERYBODY EVERY WHICH WAY... BRINGING OUT THE WORST IN MAN AMD 
BEAST... AND SINCE MAN'S BEST FIEND JS THE ONLY ONE LEFT IN THIS SHOCKER BARREL BUCKET KNOWN AS 
DARKKOS MANSION... AYE ...THAT IS ITS NAME. . . 

...YOU WILL MEET HIM AGAIN IN ANOTHER TIME WHEN WE RETURN TO THIS DECREPID CRYPT 10 SEEK A 

REASON FOR ITS MAD EXISTENCE... BUT REMEMBER. .. WHEN NEXT WE RETURN. ..FOE WHATEVER 

,E...mEKE& ALREADY... A WEREWOLF WITHIN... 
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15 involved akp n-rca76...fqiu1v,' 
ww us "wen. ..and know the in- 
cbschble answer.... 
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...COME LIVE WITH US... 
...COME INTO OUR MINPS... 
...COME ANP ENCW BEASTS 
ANP ARCHAIC ABOMINATIONS 
WROUGHT TO TEASE YOU 
ANP PLEASE YOCJ... 




Ll/ftK/A/G WITHIN THE 
NEXT HORROR PACKA6E 
PROM S/eyWALP HOUSE 

THESE MACABRE MEAN3ERINGS 
AWAIT TO TAUNT YOUR 
BRAIN AND BLOW X2UR 
MINE.. THESE ARE THE 
TALES OP 

MOENCH 
FBQORY 
FUCTITAKE 
HEWETSON 
...the MAsren storv- 

TEU.ERS...THEMENWHO ,»»»#»#».««*• .,.»» ^s _ , 

. VB TC CREA-E THE AW2-E.W0TIONAL ffORROR /flOOP' 






■COMING SOQN- 

-NOSFERATU- 

- HIT ANP RUN. ..MISS 
ANPP/E- 

-THE FUNERAL BAR6E- 

-ANPTHE AWKWARP 
EMOTION-EVOKER IN 

t*£Mxr psYCHO- 



-WE 
SUTHER-SUME 
MAN- 
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PERHAPS only SATAN knows whal unknown forces 
pulled at me, clutched at my mind, dragged me into 
that black cobblestoned alley against my will. . . but 
WHATEVER. .. I did not enter that crypt of things- 
unnameable of my OWN accord. . . something GLINT- 
ED in a corner of that alleyway. . , something ob- 
scene that at once seemed to writhe and convulse 
and torment me. . . something horribly lapping the 
black blood of a long dead rodent. . . something I 
should have IGNORED. . . 

THE 

THING^eALLEY 



Any of you who need to call me by a NAME will be disappointed . . .for I will 
not give it; my family has suffered enough from my own misery, and I will not . 
have them dragged through the official mires of an investigation which would be 
sure to follow were I to publish my name . . .no. let the tale be told only because 
it HAS to be . . . 

The night was late in August . . .1 was taking in the night air as was my custom, 
before retiring, to clear the dust of the day - to give my LUNGS a chance to 
BREATHE! It was my habit to take a certain route every night, for on the way 
was a small curiosity shop which every day seemed to change its window display 
. . .and on this night I studied a peculiar and archaic inkwell that must have given 
some writer much use, for it was wonderfully soiled and stained, and although 
the shop owner had obviously taken lengths to attempt to restore it, it was quite 
apparent it was BEYOND restoration, for a crack in the glass ink-holder suggest- 
ed it would never again contain any manner of liquid worth reporting. 
As I studied the curiosity I was suddenly bound-up by an odd shuffling, scraping 
sound nearby, although it was really more of a hollow, haunting, dragging sound, 
as of something greatly disordered betraying its own movements. I turned, and 
to my utter astonishment found a little black alley running directly parallel to 
the edge of the shop. I was utterly astonished . . .for it was the first occasion - 
even after long months of traversing this neighborhood, by this very shopfront, 
that I had even noticed the alleyway . . . 

I was distressed by my find . . .my nerves involuntarily twitched and jerked as 
they rummaged about within me searching for support . . . and I fell to my knees, 
scraping them as they hit the pavement - to the horrid extent that they actually 
started to bleed! The wretched sound from the alley threatened louder, I could 
hear the gutter al moaning of the thing within . . .tottering gleefully in a form and 
manner no man would ever call his own ... 

And yet I was drawn, inexorably DRAWN to that unholy gateway to peer in at 
the thing . . .to see what hateful manner of thing Satan can spawn. I looked into 
that darkness, my eyes shot red from the tears that welled out; at first I could see 
only a faint movement . . .and then I saw something that choked my heart . . . 
The thing had no color. . . it was clear. . . shiny almost, in its veined grotesquery. 
It was a number of feet tall, yet it seemed to creep about -on the cobblestones 
rather than stand. It had two legs, emaciated and gaunt in a twisted disguise of 
litheness. . . 

Then it saw ME - it turned in an appalling charade of surprise and looked at 
me through two things in its forehead that might be called eyes. . . tiny, 
globular balls of black that quivered within dark matted holes and shimmered. . . 
SHIMMERED. . . as if they had some God-wrought RIGHT! I turned away from 
that scene of unholy terror and RAN as fast as my still-bleeding legs might carry 
me. . . 

It still haunts me in dreams - black nightmares that taunt and ridicule me. . . I 
see it in its colorless horror — hunched and twisting on its two foul legs. . . its 
two black tiny eyes piercing into mine. . . oh, I shudder. . . I pull the blankets up 
over my mind and wonder of its dark origin and reason of hideous macabre 
openings into other-worlds where perhaps the THING now gathers with friends 
somewhere-etse and tells them of the sad, mad, thing IT saw. . . Me! But it can 
never know the "mocking irony of our meeting. . . aye, IRONY that I have to 
endure the rest of my life) For I was so injured as I fell to my knees that night 
that now I TOO am left with only two legs with which to crawl about. . . my 
other three leg-limbs were amputated just days after that awful night. . . now I 
feel as much a freak as that abomination - for what kind of man on God's great 
earth has five perfectly good arm-limbs, and only two legs? 
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